JULIA  DMTTRIYEVNA
The lad's chin was trembling, and he was grinding
his teeth. ... The professor asked Julia Dmitriyevna:
"Can you give chloroform?"
Gould she give chloroform! To be perfectly frank, she
could have performed the amputation as well. The only
reason she did not attempt it was the lack of formal right
to do so.
She laid the chloroform mask on the lad's face. ...
When the rasping of the saw cutting through the bone
was heard, Faina went to the window, turned her face
away and wept.
During the operation Dr Belov came in.
"Do you need me?" he asked.
Julia Dmitriyevna gave him a threatening look. He
approached timidly, stretching out his neck to look at
the wounded. ... A woman was lying on the other table
in the washroom.
"The boy to number eleven in the Krieger," the
doctor told Sister Smirnova, who had entered with him.
"The woman... ."
"No need to place the woman," said Olga Mikhail-
ovna, the assistant doctor, who was at the second table.
She removed the mask from the woman's face. A broad,
Slav face with rather high cheekbones. Sable brows.
A beautiful mouth. A line of brown freckles crossing the
nose.
"Too late," said the surgeon.
Suddenly he was hurled against the other table, where
the boy lay, the boy was flung to the floor, and everybody
staggered and fell except Julia Dmitriyevna, who shot
across to the door and grasped the towel rail. Flakes of
white paint floated from the walls and ceiling. A piece
of the frame broke off, and scratched Julia Dmitriyevna's
temple with its sharp corner.
"That was very close," said Dr Belov,
"Very," Julia Dmitriyevna agreed, lifting the boy,
"I think it must have been a direct hit on our train."
Kostritsyn and Medvedyev came running into the
dispensary coach from opposite ends, shouting:
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